


»> > W>
>> >,. > »>-
>> :> £m >»>
_>3 >3> >3>
&.J > 3' >»
to J :: > 1XS>
>>J > >»
,J>3 •S >*>
->J> 3 :> »

- ^
:
;:» T*

b :

,'l»J0>

^> > > jm.^ 3 -_j* •>^>>-
> e^ ~> > >2S>)
>; ^B> 3 .}~>>> >.-

> ^> 3, >:;>>> v-

> :;-2fc> > > ;jg>;> *>. > } J»r>-->
JS;^> )5>;-3E»>J>j^>> > > :z>7>>
-' > I36> > > 3>>j> ,;^ >; ^ j
> '.: ,:3»:> ^ ) »'*•* >.

I> ;>:3£> ')"; S^S %

Accessions

k

fnelf No.

s^M l&q V-

-JB



r^
»

• 3) .>->^:

» > 1

•fQM^ '>:*>

>3

> /3. .> >
! -:>> PO
9 > :> :>

>'.;!>

*

>1>
) y>. :> "f

V s ^». -^ ~^.
* > j> j
l>"> :>>
3 ">2> ^j
3^22 JT
> :xu> }_>:
3 ><2> X>
> >> X»
) ,: > 53ty& -3E>
> >> >~>5

>3& ..> :i»

-3 » .
>

.:• .13

» 1

' >2>313 ••:> >-









ILLUSTRATED

FROM ORIGINAL DRAWINGS,

BY CRUIKSHANK.

BELL AND CO., WARWICK SQUARE;
SIMPKIN, MARSHALL, AND CO.;

G AND SON; SHEPHERD AND SUTTON;
AND II. WASIIROURNE.

E D I N B U R G II :— F R A S E R AND CO.

M HLICWXVI.







f >•* ./*c?





The needy seldom pass'd her door,

And always found her kind;

She freely lent to all the poor

—

Who left a pledge behind.

She strove the neighbourhood to please,

With manners wondrous winning

;

And never follow'd wicked ways,

—

Unless when she was sinning.



At church, in silks or satins new,

With hoop of monstrous size,

She never slumber'd in her pew,

—

But when she shut her eyes.

Her love was sought, I do aver,

By twenty beaux and more

;

The king himself has follow'd her,-

When she has walk'd before.
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The lawns were dry in Euston park

(Here truth inspire my tale ;)

The lonely footpath, still and dark,

Led over hill and dale.
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Where clam'rous rooks, yet scarcely hush'd,

Bespoke a peopled shade;

And many a wing the foliage brush'd,

And hov'ring circuits made.

The dappled herd of grazing deer,

That sought the shades by day,

Now started from her path with fear,

And gave the stranger way.
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Now terror seiz'cl her quaking frame;

For where the path was bare,

The trotting ghost kept on the same

!

She mutter'd many a prayer.

Yet once again, amidst her fright,

She tried what sight could do

;

When, through the cheating glooms of night,

A monster stood in view.



Regardless of whate'er she felt,

It followed down the plain

!

She own'd her sins, and down she knelt,

And said her prayers again.

Then on she sped ; and hope grew strong

The white park gate in view,

Which pushing hard so long it swung

That ghost and all pass'd through.



Loud fell the gate against the post

!

Her heart-strings like to crack

;

For much she fear'd the grisly ghost

Would leap upon her back.

Still on, pat, pat, the goblin went,

As it had done before !

Her strength and resolution spent,

She fainted at the door.
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Out came her husband, much surpris'd :

Out came her daughter dear

:

Good natur'd souls ! all unadvis'd

Of what they had to fear.

The candle's gleam pierc'd through the

night,

Some short space o'er the green,

And there the little trotting sprite

Distinctly could be seen.
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His little hoofs would rattle round

Upon the cottage floor

;

The matron learn'd to love the sound

That frightened her before.

A favourite the ghost became,

And 'twas his fate to thrive

:

And long he liv'd, and spread his fame,

And kept the joke alive.
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John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear,

" Though wedded we have been

These twice ten tedious years, yet we

No holiday have seen.

" To-morrow is our wedding=day,

And we will then repair

Unto the Bell at Edmonton.

All in a chaise and pair.
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" My sister, and my sister's child,

Myself and children three,

Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride

On horseback after we."

He soon replied, " I do admire

Of womankind but one,

And you are she, my dearest dear,

Therefore it shall be done.
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The morning came, the chaise was brou g-li t, i
-

,\ wj/p

,

But yet was not allowed

To drive up to the door, lest all

Should say that she was proud.
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So three doors off the chaise was stay'd,
\

Where they did all get in

;

Six precious souls, and all agog

To dash through thick and thin.

Smack went the whip, round went the

wheels,

Were never folk so glad,

The stones did rattle underneath,

As if Cheapside were mad.

26



-John Gilpin at his horse's side

Seized fast the flowing mane,

And up he got in haste to ride,

But soon came down a^ain

:

For saddle-tree scarce reach'd had he,

His journey to begin,

When, turning round his head, he saw

Three customers come in.



So down he came; for loss of time,

Although it grieved him sore,

\j, Yet loss of pence, full well he knew,

Would trouble him much more,

;•::

<^k



My leathern belt likewise,

n which I bear my trusty sword

When I do exercise."

Now Mrs. Gilpin (careful soul!
;

Had two stone bottles found,

To hold the liquor that she loved,

And keep it safe and sound.
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Now see him mounted once again

Upon his nimble steed,

Full slowly pacing o'er the stones

With caution and good heed.
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Down ran the wine into the road,

Most piteous to be seen,

Which made his horse's flanks to smoke

As they had basted been.

Rut still he seemed to carry weight,

With leathern girdle braced;

For all might see the bottle necks

Still dangling at his waist.
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So turning to his horse he said,

" I am in haste to dine

;

'Twas for your pleasure you came here,

You shall go back for mine."

1
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Ah! luckless speech, and bootless boast, \v\\L\i%

For which he paid full dear;

For, while he spoke, a braying ass

Did sing most loud and clear,

—
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Now Mrs. Gilpin, when she saw

Her husband posting down

Into the country far away,

She pull'd out half-a-crown

;

And thus unto the youth she said

That drove them to the Bell,

" This shall be yours when you bring back

My husband safe and well."
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Away went Gilpin, and away

Went post-boy at his heels,

The post-boy's horse right glad to miss

The lumbering of the wheels.

Six gentlemen upon the road,

Thus seeing Gilpin fly,

With post-boy scampering in the rear,

They raised the hue and cry:

—
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" Stop thief ! stop thief! a highwayman
!

"

Not one of them was mute;

And all and each that pass'd that way

Did join in the pursuit.

And now the turnpike-gates again

Flew open in short space

:

The toll-men thinking, as before,

That Gilpin rode a race.

And so he did, and won it too,

For he got first to town

;

Nor stopp'd till where he had got up

He did again get down,
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" For here forlorn and lost I tread,

With fainting steps and slow;

Where wilds, immeasurably spread.

Seem lengthening as I go."

" Forbear, my son," the Hermit cries

" To tempt the dangerous gloom;

For yonder faithless phantom flies

To lure thee to thy doom.
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Soft as the dew from heaven descend;

His gentle accents fell

:

The modest stranger lowly bends,

And follows to the cell. ^
Far, in a wilderness obscure.

The lonely mansion lay;

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor,

And strangers led astray. H<§



No stores beneath its humble thatch

Requir'd a master's care

;

The wicket, op'ning with a latch,

Receiv'd the harmless pair.

%

And now, when busy crowds retire

To take their evening rest,

The Hermit trimm'd his little fire,

And cheer'd his pensive guest

:
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C0UW a charm impart,

To soothe the stranger's woe

;

^=M=n For grief was heavy at his heart,

And tears began to flow.

His rising cares the Hermit spied,

With answering care oppress'd

:

And, " Whence, unhappy youth," he cried,

" The sorrows of thy breast ?
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" From better habitations spurn'd,

Reluctant dost thou rove ?

Or grieve for friendship unreturn'd,

Or unregarded love?

" Alas ! the joys that fortune brings

Are trifling, and decay;

And those who prize the paltry things.

More trifling still than they.

"And what is friendship but a name,

A charm that lulls to sleep,

A shade that follows wealth or fame,

And leaves the wretch to weep ?
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" And love is still an emptier sound,

The modern fair-one's jest

;

On earth unseen, or only found

To warm the turtle's nest.

" For shame, fond youth ! thy sorrows hushj

And spurn the sex," he said

:

But, while he spoke, a rising blush

\?l
His love-lorn guest betray'd.



Surpris'd he sees new beauties rise,

Swift mantling to the view;

Like colours o'er the morning skies,

As bright, as transient too.

The bashful look, the rising breast,

Alternate spread alarms:

The lovely stranger stands confess'd

A maid in all her charms.

And, "Ah! forgive a stranger rude,

A wretch forlorn," she cried

;

" Whose feet, unhallow'd, thus intrude

Where Heaven and you reside.

A.



" But let a maid thy pity share,

Whom love has taught to stray:

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair

Companion of her way.

" My father liv'd beside the Tyne,

A wealthy lord was he

;

And all his wealth was mark'd as mine

He had but only' me.
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" To win me from his tender arms,

Unnumber'd suitors came,

Who prais'd me for imputed charms,

And felt or feigned a flame.

" Each hour a mercenary crowd,

With richest proffers strove;

Among the rest young Edwin bow'd,

But never talk'd of love.
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" In humble, simplest habit clad,

No wealth or power had he

;

Wisdom and worth were all he had,

But these were all to me.

m

" The blossom opening to the day,

The dews of heaven refin'd,

Could nought of purity display.

To emulate his mind.

" The dew, the blossoms of the tree,

With charms inconstant shine;

Their charms were his, but, woe to me,

Their constancy was mine.
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" Forbid it, Heaven !" the Hermit cried,

And clasped her to his breast:

The wondering fair-one turn'd to chide

;

'Twas Edwin's self that press'd

!

" Turn, Angelina, ever dear,

My charmer, turn to see

Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here,

Restor'd to love and thee,
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" Thus let me hold thee to iny heart,

And every care resign

:

And shall we never, never part,

My life—my all that's mine ?

" No, never from this hour to part,

We'll live and love so true;

The sigh that rends thy constant heart,

Shall break thy Edwin's too."
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